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Reminisce 


Part | 


"They are keeping him under so he can heal" 


The statement was too simple. Too easily understood. Everything had been compressed into my head, 
everything mixed with my emotions. Sadness, hopelessness, but mostly anger. This was James they were 


talking about for God sake. Best friend, lover, band mate. He fell under all of the above. 


"The coma makes it to where he wont be frightened, or feel any pain" 


James frightened, in pain. My mind drifted off to Montreal. | remember it so easily. James looking up at me 
shaking, the skin bubbling off the bone. But at least he was responsive. My James now lay unconscious with a 
tube stuck through his throat. It had been two weeks since the accident. t's scary to look at him for too long. 


He doesn't look the same as he normally does. Of course he wouldn't. 


"They will bring him around when they think he is physically strong enough to be able to handle the situation" 


James is strong. He can do it. Just give him a chance. Give him the chance dammit. My fist tighten, knuckles 
whitening, teeth grinding. A hand lays gently on my shoulder for comfort. | didn't want it, didn't need it. If it 


wasn't James, it didn't matter. 


"He is basically in a deep sleep." 


Deep sleep? Don't say that. Please, don't say that. Those are the words a grown up Tells a child when a loved 
one passes away. ‘She's only in a deep sleep. She can't feel any pain. She isn't scared any more. The Lord has 


healed her in his way’ 


The hand on my shoulder squeezed softly as the doctor went through the numberless procedures and test 
that they would be running on James for the course of the week So many have been said, It was pointless to 
even try to remember. My eyes trace the body under the white sheets of the hospital bed. It lay motionless, 
like it had been for a while now. "Too long", | thought to myself. "Too fucking long". The words slipped from my 
mouth before | could stop them. 


"When the fuck can he wake up?" 


| hadn't said anything for so long, the voice didn't even sound like my own. The doctor nodded. 


‘| understand your frustration Mr. Ulrich. We can wake him when the swelling of his brain resides. Until then 
the possibility for permit brain damage or even death is extremely high. We have to take the best route for 
Mr. Hetfield's safety.’ 


The hand on my shoulder dropped as my eyes rose from the floor to James face. Was it his face? Was it 
James at all? It didn't smile or laugh. It didn't even grimace or cry. It didn’t sing or play guitar. It didn't work on 
cars endlessly in a garage, or waste time watching cartoons on TV. It didn't hold me close at night keeping me 


safe and warm, or kiss away the tears that fell down me cheeks. This isnt James. My James is gone. 


Without warning, | throw himself across the room into the bathroom and fall to my knees in front of the 
toilet. Im watched from the doorway as | heave multiple times but nothing came, just a | expected. | hadn't 
eaten in days. Shaking, | ran my fingers through my hair propping up against the seat. | decided to think of 
simpler times. When money or fame meant nothing. When the music moved the soul and told the story. When 
hearts were unselfish and the future was the farthest from our minds. Then and there | came to the 


conclusion that If James doesn't survive this, neither would |. 


Only You Can Save Me Now 
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*** 2 Months Later *** 


James watches the red line on the clock tick along as | sit on my knees in front of him, my fingers working the 
wraps slowly around the last of his healing skin My hands shake and the only sign of pain he shows is his 
clenched fist and his bottom lip trembling, but he says nothing. 


His scrapes don't bleed as much anymore, but the wounds show deep in his honeyed skin Brushing my fingers 
through his hair softly | stand and walk towards the bathroom to wash up before bed, but James takes my 
hand before | go too far. 


"What is it?" | ask quietly. 


He pulls me closer until | standing over him and places a dirty hand against his cheek. He gazes up at me, his 


blues eyes looking almost grey and empty. 


Those eyes, remind me of an almost cloudless sky. Like baby blues in the wake of an ash storm. Now only 


spirits of what once was haunts his eyes. 


James lays his head against my stomach and rubs his face against me. His stubble tickles my skin and despite 
my chest becoming tight, | smile and brush my fingers more through his hair. | feel him sigh against me, his 


warm breath skipping across my skin. 


Standing there in the dark | drifted back to the day | got the call. The emergency flight back to California, 
rushing into the hospital on that warm spring morning, white walls and wet tears blinding my sight. My fear 
lead me to him that day, because my body had given up on me long before that. 


We had made an agreement. I'd travel to Russia alone for a film festival and he insisted he'd be staying here. 


He promised he wouldn't do anything reckless.. He promised he wouldn't. He promised. 


James kisses my sternum and softly pulls me into the bed under the covers beside him. He laid his head back 
into my lap and watches the palm trees through the sun roof sway in the wind. A full moon sits high among 
the clouds, her arms stretching down to us. Her bright face shines down on James, painting his skin pale, but 


his eyes remained as grey as before. 


| rub my thumb along his bottom lip as he smiles watching the skies. He may not remember but one of his 
favorite things was to lay in bed and watch the palm trees and a full moon He especially liked it when we'd do 
it together. This will be our first night to sleep together since the accident. James eyes close for a moment 
and my brain runs to the past. 

He was drunk, driving in the rain, on his motorcycle, at night. The bike hydroplaned, smashed into an eighteen 
wheeler and James was found unconscious and almost bleeding to death at the sight of the accident. The 
ambulance said it was the worst wreck they've ever seen. Doctors say he's lucky to be alive. Road rash 
covers 80% of his body. He wasn't wearing a jacket or a helmet. The list goes on and on of things that were 
so wrong. 

| can't ask him anything. He won't answer. 

He can't. 

He doesn't remember anything. He tries but he can't. | don't even think he remembers me. 

My next breath locks in my chest. | felt the tears threaten to fall and | try my best to stop them. 

James was looking up watching me struggle. 

| was looking down watching him struggle. 

We both struggled to understand one another. 

He doesn't understand. He can't understand. 

Neither can l. 

"Ill never let you go James. | promise." 

| felt my fingers grip the sheets across his chest. 

"Nothing can hurt you here. We're safe when we're together." 

| leaned to where my forehead rested against his throat. | feel breathing. 


His heart is pumping. 


His eyes are blinking, staring at the ceiling, not understanding, not knowing l'm burning, that It's my turn to 
suffer, to swallow the fire, to die inside, but his eyes.. they're blinking. 


His body is alive. 
But he is gone. 


My James is so gone. 


Together We Can Be Happy Now 
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The next morning | wake to the skies laying dark and cloudy, thunder rumbling under the earth and shaking the 
house. | lay still facing the giant window showing the black ground of the mountain. Beyond that the ocean 
roared, liquid flame hammering against the broken shore. The thunder shook the earth again. 


Trying my hardest to not wake James, | slip from his arms, taking a black pair of shorts and put them on as | 
make my way to the kitchen My feet pad barefoot against the cold white tiles of the house, making me 
shiver. Flipping on the coffee maker and getting it started, | took two coffee mugs from the cabinet. | think 
about why we were on top of this God forsaken mountain in the rainy season of the west in the first place. 
Remembering what James' therapist had said, | had to keep reminding myself that | needed to put James 
before myself. This isn't about me. 


"Moving James away from where he may be familiar with is a weird therapy instruction, but it will challenge 
his mind to try hard to remember life before the accident" 


| left the kitchen for the small living room to the back of the small house. | unlock the large sliding glass door 
and step out onto the brick patio. The heated wind blows against me, the taste of the ocean and the promise 
of rain carried with it. 

"He'll know that the place you choose will not be his home, so he'll work hard fo remember where he belongs." 

| blink my dry eyes, taking a big salty breath and walk down the steps into the long grass. Thunder echos in 
the deep valley's below up, shaking the peak were the house stood My heart jumps into my throat as the 
black skies reach up and over the sun, setting the world around me in a deep purple gaze. 


"The idea seems ridiculous, | know, but itll work his memory a bit. HHI be good for him." 


Following the short path through the yard, | come to where it ends at a short Ginkgo tree conveniently 


growing only feet from the house. 


‘Another method you could try is Ginkgo leaves. They are chemically known to help brain activity and memory 


loss." 


The wing shaped leaves hung fresh and green from the twisted branches, swaying gently in the wind. | run my 


hand along it's wooden arms, feeling it's age on the thick skin My eyes close as my fingers reach the leaves, 
smooth and wet from it's new birth. 


‘lm not saying this will be easy Lars," 


| pull some of the elder leaves from the tips of the twigs and gather them into my hands, the wind blowing 


harder now against me. | turn to make my way back to the house before the rain starts. 

James meets me half way on the path, hair still wet from his morning shower and feet just as barefoot as 
mine. The scabs on this chest and arms look better, but my stomach still churns when | see them. His pajama 
pants hung low on his hips, showing plenty of his lean body. 


"But James can't do this on his own" 


My ears burn as he steps up to me, his body mixing with the gusting wind. James takes his hand and rubs it 
along my head to my bare back, his fingers of his other hand wrapping gently around my jaw. 


His face is inches to mine as his hand rest against my lower back and pulls me against his warm body. My 


heart quickens as our skin touches and his lips kiss my forehead then lower to my left eye, then my right. 


| swallowed as he rest our foreheads together and his eyes, still grey and unsure stare into mine, green and 


wanting. 

‘He loves you Lars" 

The hand around my jaw move to my chest, calloused fingers teasing my skin James’ lips press to mine softly 
as his palm pressed hard against my racing heart. His eyebrows furrow, the hand on back my pulling me more 


towards him. 


James leans my head back as his mouth travels to the hollow of my throat. My pulse races against his open 
lips and | feel him shake as | watch lightning fingers rip open the black sky. 


"! think he needs you now more than ever." 


James pulls me to him, feeling my heart and pulse pump in unison. Warm tears slip down my chest as he 


shakes against me, scared and unsure. 
‘Hell try fo understand some things Lars," 


The clouds howl in pain and tears fall dropping against my face. The sky made no other sound, but it grieves 


with James, their tears mixing and falling against my skin 


‘But some things, Im scared," 


| close my eyes, my arms still slack to my sides. James struggles against me. Trying so hard. 

"He'll never understand" 

Then, like the wind's past breath, James spoke a whisper, hoarse "L--Lars" before breaking into soft sobs 
against my throat, his nails scratching my bare skin. | couldn't hold back my own tears and smile. The first 
time I've heard my name in months. One of the few words James has spoken since the accident. 

My fist clench, the Ginkgo leaves crumbling like dry bones. 


"Lars, l- l'm sorry.” 


He lifted his head, his eyes now a pale blue, but still not quiet there. James places both of his hands on either 


sides on my face and puts our foreheads together again. 


My fist eased, the Ginkgo leaves drifting into the wind, now broken pieces, dead and unneeded. 


Hell Can Take Us Now 
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The rest of the day the rain falls hard against the black dirt mixing with the mud from the top of the 
mountains. Red flows through trenches of the earth, like thick blood through pin sized veins. The sky remains 
dark and James even darker. He says nothing else after the morning is over as we lay face to face, our legs 


twisted beneath the thin sheets. 
His eyes look cold and dead again, how they have been for a long time now. He relapsed so quickly, I'm truly 
scared he'll never remember or retain anything ever again, but | won't give up on him. We won't give up on 


him. 


James watches me watching him, the reflection of the rain on the window shadows across his bare chest as 
the sun brushes our flesh one last time before dying and being swallowed by the ocean tides. 


"James." 


His stained eyes open and he pulls me against his chest. Soft lips press to my forehead as his voice, low and 


husky sighs. 

My eyes close. 

Another night, years ago, we lay together, young and carefree. The walls were thin and dirty, the moon heavy 
and golden against a black sky. Fat rain drops fell against a cloudy window of a smoke-filled apartment. The 
future was so far ahead in our minds, nothing mattered at all but where we were then. Our lips touched, and 


our hearts broke. 


Now our hair is shorter, our hands are rougher. Money and greed poisons our minds, pulling us into the 


darkness. My brain relaxes and | fall into the warmth of James' arms. 


"You did this to me, Lars." 


My eyes open. James sits in the chair next to the bed in a black t-shirt and jeans. Hs hair combed and face clean, 
The morning sun stretched across the wooden floor, the edges of the rays burning my eyes. James lowers his 
head, his booted feet tapping in tme with my heart 


‘Im leaving." 


My head is spinning My spine aches. Why? Ive done everything night for him! | feel my Ip pull between my teeth 
The question was asked before | even realized Id said anything 


"When?" 

Hs eyes looked up at me. He doesnt owe me an explanation He doesnt have fo. 

"Today." 

My lps are on fire. 

‘Wve ruined you Lars." 

| taste the blood 

"You've sacrificed so much" 

My anger chocks me. 

"I dont know who | am anymore." 

| need to scream. 

"This is your fault." 

| need to bleed | need to know Im stil conscious. My ribs are jabbing into my lungs with every fatal inhale 
‘hate you for this." 

James statics in and out like an old TV set. Once, clothed in the chair, next naked by the window. The oceans roars 
in my head, my 

fingers scraping my brain 

The bed is cold, my hands reach out to the other side. They touch nothing Wet, like the snow. Red like blood, lke 


burning eyes 
My jaws water, the frames of James jerk like a movie. Even the color is faded 


James stands, taking his bag from the floor. My fingers ache. | reach for him, but time stops me before | can 
Before | know if, my brain is running, my legs too slow fo think. 


He leaves without another sound, bottle in hand and staggering around the kitchen. The clouds scratch at the dirty 
windows, the grass growing in the house. Something is sitting on my chest. Fingers like spider legs reach around my 
throat, digging into my eyes. 

Something is sitting on me. 

| cant breath 

Something is chocking me. 

Í scream silently, slowly my body moves, but no one hears me. 


Something is killing me. 


James gets into the car, it's body slick and black against the night sky. My fingers burn as | touch the hood, the 


moon's heat on the paint. The moon's heat on his face. 


| remember this. This feeling is so familiar to me. Cliff closes the door. Strong hands lift the blanket. No one is there 
but a blanket. A dead blanket. 


James smiles at me, "Just stop watering the flowers." 

My heart hurts. | wrap my finger around the handle. The knife is heavy, but | need this. The blade presses against 
my chest. The roots 

tangle, the blade goes in. Through my chest and out the other side. 

James smiles at me, "Just stop watering the dead flowers." 

| jerk awake, feeling my chest. No knife is plunged through my heart, but | am alive and breathing. The morning 
is fresh and new, something | needed after a horrible nightmare like that. | stretch, the sun bright and the 
rain gone. 

"That was the worst dream I've ever had in my life. The worst one | can remember anyway." 


| reach to my left, the spot is empty. "Oh God. No, it can't.” 


Getting out of bed, | search the house for James. The kitchen is warm, just as | expect. A white piece of paper 


lay on the counter. 


My heart sinks. "No. This isn't happening." 
My hand trembles as | touch the black lettered scribble along the lines. 


"Lars, | can't do this anymore. This isn't your fault. | don't hate you, | just cant see you any more. | don't 
remember much of you, so if this hurts, | don't want to know. I'm not being cruel, just honest. | guess, when | 
lost my head, | lost my heart also. Don't come looking for me. | don't want to see you again. You've healed me. 


That is enough. Physically, I'm leaving and I'm not sure I'm ever coming back. Mentally, I'm already gone." 


Against all odds, the heat is too much, | feel the burn, but the fire never comes. 


Idle Minds Can Drowned Now 
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| never mind being alone during the summer months. The bed is warm when I'd leave open the windows at night 
and listen to nature live outside our home, but | dread the cold seasons. My mind becomes frantic when winter 
would creep across the floor and turn everything to ice. I'd assume and think too much, as the flakes stain the 


wood walls and freeze my pulsing brain 

Oddly, today is unseasonably cold. The sun heats the ground hot enough to burn my bare feet and even make 
me break a sweat, but | am still so cold | have to stop myself from believing this has something to do with 
James. | shouldn't be so worried over him. He can take care of himself. And if he can't, he knows where the 


house is. He knows where | am. 


Sitting on a lawn chair, the sun beats down on my back and my hair sticks to my skin, but | am still so cold. | 
watch the ocean tides beat the shore line, its waves heavy and unforgiving. 


Standing, | decide to do something today | hadn't done in a while. | walk back inside, taking a towel from the 


laundry room, keys from the counter and walks out the front door to the garage. 

A mirror in the garage catches my attention. | step back and look at myself, too skinny and grey to be real. | 
lift my hand and nothing. The mirror doesn't move, it only blinks. Then, the reflection in the mirror lifts its 
hand like | did, the reaction so late. 

"Holy shit” 

| did it again and this time the reflection smiles holding out its arms, the flesh melting from its face and torso. 
"Holy shit!" 


| jump into the car, crank it and pull out into the road, driving down to the ocean. 


"What the fuck what that?" 


| can hear the ultimate terror in my voice but | can't recognize it as my own. It sound too far off and distant 


to have just come from my mouth. 
As | drive something hits me that this isn't right. 
"If I'm in the car, how did James leave?" 


Come to think of it, | can't even remember where we are, when we got here, or anything. James is gone and 


I'm all alone in a place | can't even remember. 


| can't remember yesterday, or the day before, or even the day before that. | don't remember what James' 
face, or how his voice sounds. | can't remember what my life was like before this very moment, all | feel is 


pain. Excruciating pain from an unknown source. My body is in so much pain 

| stop the car and get out at the shore. The sand pushes between my toes as | walk closer to the water. My 
mind becoming frantic at every moment, | sit close to the waves and pull my feet close to me, wrap my arms 
around my legs and lay my head on my knees. The ocean pushes against me, the salt burning my skin. 

| lay back as the tide pulls my body into the water. It burns my skin red as | lower myself until the water is 
right below my nose. | wonder what would happen if | just inhaled, right here, right now. | would more then 
likely drowned myself and nobody even know l'm gone. 

Pink floating above my head as | unconsciously dive deeper into a shallow water filled grave. Maybe while | die | 
could dream l'm in the ocean. Salty water rushing around me as | float with small schools of fish, nibbling on 
my blue fingers, or feel the anemone tickling my lifeless toes. 

My head turns as my finger run along something in the waves. 

| uncurl my body and get on my knees to dig through the wet sand. "I know | felt something.” 

Then something grabs my hand under the sand. | try pulling my hand back but whatever it is has got me and 
isn't letting go. | jerk until my arm is weak and the sand is up to my shoulder now and the tide pushes higher 
up shore. 


"Help! Somebody help me!" 


My brain is in panic. | don't understand, but | fight with everything as the water rises higher and my body is 
pulled deeper into the sand. 


"Oh God! Help mel" 


In the distance, | see a shadowed figure. l'm freezing and so weak. l'm being pulled deeper and the water is now 


under my chin 

"Help me! Please!" 

The figure gets closer and it looks so familiar, someone in the past that I've known before. 

"Please, | don't want to die! Help me!" 

The figure stops. | lift me head out of the water, gasping above the waves. 

"God, Please No! Not now, please. Not now." 

| beg and plead, but Death stands above me, ready to take me when! drowned. He laughs, the water rising 


below my mouth. The sun blinds my sight. The light closes in | close my eyes, my tears warm on my cold 


face. 
"Fight Lars. Please, fight through this." 


| squeeze my eyes tighter, James voice an echo in my ears. | no longer see Death, but the water rising above 


my head. | now hear many voices all around me, all saying different things. 
"Please, God. Save him. Please, God. Save him! 


So many noises, James crying. My head is flooding and my insides ache. | can't move, and everything is cold. So 


very cold. 


Lars, | love you. Come on, please Lars. Say it back, don't you die on mel Please say it back, | 


know you can! Don't die Lars! God, Please, fight it Lars. 


James' voice is full of hysteria and panic, but | can't speak. | can't breath. God, | wish | could. | wish | could say 
something. | know I'm dying. It's over. I'm dying. Please James, do't hate me, | just can't hang on. My lungs hurt 


so much. | can't hold my breath anymore. 


The noises get louder, | inhale, the water filling my lungs. The hand pulls me farther under water and into 


ocean sand. 


We Can Understand Everything Now 
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My eyes are on fire under a white sheet of light. The air is cold, my body aches, but | am breathing. 
Shallow and forced, but | am breathing. 


My heart pulses against my brain as a small beeping rings in my ear. | turn my head, resting my cheek on a 


pillow. 


Blinking a few times, the light dies. The beeping becomes louder and a little faster. My eyes adjust, the white 


walls becoming clearer. 


| turn my head to the other side, and catch a glimpse of the most perfect thing in the world. On his knees 
next to the bed, James sat mumbling in his sleep, his face resting on my hip. 


Tom and Jerry played on the small television, colors reflection onto his blonde hair. 


| lay my hand on his head, my thumb running across his eyebrow. The nose scrunches and eyebrows furrow 


as the tip of my finger thumbs his bottom lip. 


Then | see them, the icy blue of his eyes shinning against his shadowed face. 
My heart swells as James smiles and he lifts his head. 


"My God. Lars." 
His hands, warm and rough, touch my face. 


"You're alive! You're awake and alive!" 


His lips press against my forehead, as he wraps his arms around me. 

| thought | lost you." 

Then a certain fear creeps across the bare linoleum floor. It's icy fingers taps the plastic of the hospital bed 
and grips the bottom of sheets near my feet. My mind freaks as | take James’ shirt in my fist. A hoarse, 
"Lay with me" and a slight tug and James is off the floor. 


| pull the sheets back as James slips out of his boots and into the bed He put his arm around me and pulls 
me against him, the chilling feeling slipping away. 


My head lays against his chest, his heart beating healthy in time with my heart beeping on the monitor. 
"Lars." 

| felt James’ rough fingers brush my cheek 

"Don't do that to me again, understand." 

Blink. 

"| know you were upset," 

Inhale. 

"But you had me scared to death." 

Exhale. 

‘I'm not meaning to say all of this with you just coming to, but | haven't got to talk to you in months." 
Eyebrows furrow. 

"Or see your beautiful eyes” 

Forehead wrinkle. 

"Do you remember anything before your motorcycle accident?" 

Head lifts. 


On the TV Jerry slams Toms head into a frying pan. 


Dry chapped lips, "What?" 

"You've been in a coma for months Lars." 

James rubs his hand against my left arm, lifting the sleeve and revealing healing skin 
Road Rash. 

"You got drunk, hopped on my bike, and drove off without a helmet or a jacket:" 


Tom grabs Jerry up from the floor and holds a gun to his face. Tom pulls the trigger, the gun back fires 
pulling Tom up instead. 


"It was raining, The bike hydroplaned, smashed into an eighteen wheeler and you were found unconscious and 
almost bleeding to death at the sight of the accident. The ambulance said it was the worst wreck they've ever 
seen Doctors say you were lucky to be alive." 


| lick my lips trying to think, but James takes my face into his hands and kisses my nose. 


"Enough of that. | don't think you need this now. | just want you to know that | love you and l'm here with you. 


You don't have anything to be scared of now." 


"Well, | think we should talk about it” My voice came out a mere whisper, but he heard me. He tried protesting 


again, but nothing would work. 
"All right. What do you want to know?" 
| watched Jerry put Tom's tail in a light socket. 


"Everything" 


Doctors come and go as the hours pass while James explains everything. From the emergency flight back 
home from a hunting trip in Russia to the hours he sat with me, hand in hand, as | fought for my life. All 
with tears in his perfect blue eyes. 


| honestly didn't want to leave you Lars. | just, If you would have died, |. I'm not sure what | would have done." 


| though for a moment. When James left me and | had that really bad nightmare must have been when he left 


me in real life. Everything connects now. Everything makes sense. 


"| understand. | thought the same thing too." 


His eyes lifted from the floor and to my face. 
"What?" 


"Everything you've explained, happened to me too. | guess when | was in the coma, | was dreaming that you had 


been in a wreck and was unresponsive. But it was really me." 
James smiles, but confusion set in his eyes. 


"So, you're telling me while you were laying here, in a coma, you were dreaming what was happening in real 
life?" 


| smile, shaking my head. "Yeah. | know it sounds crazy, but when you left me in real life, You left me in my 
head too. | had a horrible nightmare. | remember it all so clearly though, like it was 


real." 


"And when you said you were watching me laying here and you couldn't even tell it was me? Well, that 


happened to me too. When we slept together here, in my dream we sleep together.” 

James shakes his head, "Oh, Lars." 

His nose brushing against mine. 

"You never cease to amaze me." 

| smile, our foreheads touching and lips only inches apart. His breath racing across my lips make my heart 


beat faster. He eyes the monitor and smiles, his eyes deep and blue meeting mine. The heavy moon balloons 


herself up into the black sky, her eyes shinning bright, our bodies becoming mere silhouettes in the dark. 


God Can Put Us Together Now 
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***** 4 months later EEk 


The morning sun stretched her arms across the warm sand as James sat on a towel, rubbing sun tan lotion 


on his arms. | spread my towel out under the large umbrella shadowing the summer heat. 
"A little help?" 

| smile taking the bottle from James. "You're such a goof." 

| finish rubbing the rest of the lotion on his already sun kissed skin. 


"Lars!" James shouts taking my hand from his shoulder and pulls me into his lap. His lips press to bare 


shoulder as he points out towards the ocean. 


"Look, out there." He moves his head up, his lips now against my ear, his teeth clanking around the ring. His 


breath ghosting my neck making me shiver against him, he pulls me closer. 

The moon shown full and colored against an almost cloudless sky. James' stubble tickling my skin 
"Is amazing, isn't it?" 

| nod as James' tongue laps my neck | start to mumble, my brain totally in ruins because of James. 


"| remember it, the story you told me once, about how the sun loved the moon so much, he died every night 


just to let her breath." 
| swallow as James' hand rubs against my chest. 


"But today, they breath at the same time, in the same sky. Billions of miles away from each other, but equal 


over the same ocean." 


He smiles kissing my skin one last time before moving me from his lap. He stands reaching his hand out to me. 
My eyebrows furrow and | shake my head. | know this trick so well. "No way.’ 
"Come on princess," James remarked sarcastically, "You'll be fine. Just trust me." 


That is it for me. When James says those three words in the same sentence laced in that perfect boyish 


smile and shinning blue eyes, It's more addictive than any drug. 
Smiling | take his hand as he pulls me up from the sand and into his arms. 
"That wasn't so hard now, was it?" 


James releases me, takes my hand and starts for the ocean. The sand is less deficult to walk through and 


become wet and moist beneath my feet. 
"James, wait. l'm not ready for this." And I'm not. Recent events have made me terrified of the water. 


"Look at me, Lars," he whispers as he turns my face towards his. "I'm here. | won't let the ocean take you 


again. You won't go without me." 

"Just trust me." Those words again 

| feel James take my hand again and lead me into the water. Our eyes never leave one another as the water 
rises to our hips and eventually to our chest. James pulls me through the water 

wrapping my arms around his neck. 


"See? Everything is okay. You're okay. I've got you." 


He smirks, his hands going under water and behind my knees, wrapping my legs around his waist. 


For the first time in a while, I've felt myself blush. 

"Can you promise me something James?" 

Blink. 

Nod. 

"Cross your heart, to take me when you leave. Dont go without me." 


The eyes squint in a big smile. James lifts his arms from the water and places one hand on my 


heart and makes an x over his. 


"| promise." 


James takes my face in hands and lays his forehead against mine. Our noses touch and lips tease each other 


softly. 
His lips press to mine in a soft kiss. 


"| promise" he whispers again before | open my mouth letting our tongues dance and hearts beat in perfect 


time with the waves pushing us farther out to sea. 


